Florida Historical Quarterly
Volume 26
Number 2 Florida Historical Quarterly, Vol 26,
Issue 2

Article 4

1947

From Pensacola to St. Augustine in 1827: A Journey of the Rt.
Rev. Michael Portier
Michael Portier

Part of the American Studies Commons, and the United States History Commons

Find similar works at: https://stars.library.ucf.edu/fhq
University of Central Florida Libraries http://library.ucf.edu
This Article is brought to you for free and open access by STARS. It has been accepted for inclusion in Florida
Historical Quarterly by an authorized editor of STARS. For more information, please contact STARS@ucf.edu.

Recommended Citation
Portier, Michael (1947) "From Pensacola to St. Augustine in 1827: A Journey of the Rt. Rev. Michael
Portier," Florida Historical Quarterly: Vol. 26 : No. 2 , Article 4.
Available at: https://stars.library.ucf.edu/fhq/vol26/iss2/4

Portier: From Pensacola to St. Augustine in 1827: A Journey of the Rt. Rev

FROM PENSACOLA TO ST. AUGUSTINE IN 1827
A JOURNEY

OF

THE

RT. REV. M ICHAEL PORTIER

Desirous of becoming acquainted with the small flock
just committed to my charge, and of acquiring a correct
knowledge of the territory destined soon to constitute
a new diocese in the United States, I resolved to make
a trip to St. Augustine. I had been in Mobile and realized that that city, the principal one even now in Alabama, was bound to grow rapidly and to become one of
the most important of the southwestern cities of the
Republic. Situated upon the bay that is named after it,
it affords, through its trade connections, easy access
to all portions of the Florida peninsula. Owing to its
location at the mouth of a large river, it is the storehouse of an immense import and export trade. Within
this city, which is the real centre of my future sphere of
ministration, there are already over two thousand Catholics; and had not serious reasons drawn me to Pensacola, I would have taken up my residence there at once.
The former capital of Western Florida (Pensacola)
has greatly fallen away since its cession by Spain. It
has lost one-half of its population; its resources are
scattered, and its old-time inhabitants have to strive
hard for a living alongside a people particularly noted
for their activity, thrift, courage and endurance.
Note - Michel Portier was born in Montbrison, France, in
1795. Entering the priesthood, he came to the United States in
1817, and in 1826 was made first Vicar Apostolic of the newly
created vicariate of Alabama and the Floridas, in which there were
but three parishes: Mobile, Pensacola and St. Augustine. It was
Bishop Portier who in 1830 established Spring Hill College at Mobile,
the influence of which on education in the South has been felt for
more than a century.
This account of his journey across Florida was written in
French and published in Annales de la Propagation de la Foi (XIX
Jan. 1830). It was translated by John E. Cahalan and published
in Historical Records and Studies of The United States Catholic
Historical Society (II, no. 2 Aug. 1901,) to whom grateful acknowledgment is made for permission to reprint the translation.
The rarity of such a narrative of the Florida of that period and
its interest more than warrant its republication.

Published by STARS, 1947

1

Florida Historical Quarterly, Vol. 26 [1947], No. 2, Art. 4

136

THE FLORIDA HISTORICAL QUARTERLY

Mobile, Pensacola and St. Augustine, formed into
parishes under Spanish rule, called for my entire attention. The favorable and unfavorable features of the
first two I knew; it remained for me to visit St. Augustine. I was interested in St. Augustine, where the number of the faithful was greater than at Pensacola, by the
remembrance of the cross that was planted in that part
of Florida soon after the discovery of the New World.
The Church in that section, neglected by its pastors and
robbed by mercenaries, was then without spiritual aid.
Moreover, my presence was indispensable because certain scandals of recent occurrence had almost extenguished the feeble light which the Faith was still spreading there. A letter which I received from the trustees
of the Church property about that time, while giving
me a better insight into the misery of my flock, almost
destroyed whatever hope I had of serving it. But we
have learned to hope against hope, and despite the
failure that threatened my efforts, notwithstanding the
one hundred and sixty leagues to be traversed, I burned
to cross the wilderness and to go to my people, whose
pitiable condition demanded immediate relief and a
broader exercise of charity. Great difficulties had to
be overcome. The missionary priest of Alabama notified
me he was about to leave ; the one at Pensacola, in spite
of the success with which God had blessed his labors
spoke also of retiring. I had no power to keep these two
priests, for they belonged to the Diocese of New Orleans,
and their only reason for leaving was that I could not
guarantee their support. It grieved me to have to leave
a young sub-deacon alone, and to desert the churches
of the West.
The heat of the advancing summer, the loneliness of
the highway at this season, the recent outrages perpetrated by a band of Seminole Indians-all these considerations increased my anxiety. But the thought of a
*See Florida Historical Quarterly, vol. XVIII, 89 (Oct. 1939). Ralph
Waldo Emerson was in St. Augustine earlier in the same year
(1827), and what he noted in his diary of conditions there then
map relate to this.
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people deprived of religious joys and consolation, which,
after pining amidst the darkness of ignorance, was now,
as it were, handed over to the apostles of untruth-this
thought impressed me so strongly that I resolved to
depart, and did immediately set out, having first secured
the promise of my colleagues that they would remain at
their posts until I returned.
It was on June 12, 1827, that I left Pensacola. The
pastor went a little way with me, and I journeyed alone
afterwards with an honest farmer and the mail-carrier
for my companions. The first day’s progress was satisfactory. While the cure of Pensacola remained with us
the conversation turned naturally on religious topics and
on the fundamental principles of Catholicism. Certain
questions regarding the Sacrament of Penance, particularly the scriptural teachings on auricular confession,
brought out explanations that were new to the farmer.
He was so pleased with them that he promised to receive
instruction and to bring us his eight children none of
whom was yet baptized. It is not out of place in this
country to ask a man that one meets to what religious
denomination he belongs. Our fellow-traveller gave us
one reply that deserves mention, because it is characteristic of the people “To which Christian sect do you belong?” I asked him. “I do not exactly know,” answered
he; “I am hunting up a creed, and am on the watch, as
it were ; my mind is not yet made up.” Such is the talk
of people who nevertheless believe in the divinity of the
Scriptures, who seek enlightenment on religious subjects,
and who faithfully observe the day of rest and devotion.
This state, of wavering rather than of unbelief, is more
or less common to the many. It is a weakness of the
intellect due to the spirit of reform which submits religion to the personal interpretation of a sceptical and
blind reason, or to the wonderful illumination of the regenerative principle, which latter each individual will
interpret according to his own density or his prejudice.
This reform has undergone so much dissection and dis-
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tribution that it is hard to refrain from trying to reform
what is left of it.
There is one peculiar circumstance that fosters this
state of uncertainty. The American husbandman is a
wanderer. Providence seems to urge him incessantly
towards the wilderness in order that it may be peopled.
There is a continual change of farm, dwelling, State,
without concern or provision for what is to follow. Vast
territories are crossed; the children are carried forward
in the farm-wagons with the provisions; many weeks are
passed in camping out; at night the wagons are turned
into beds; yet every one is happy and even satisfied
with those very changes which it would appall the European even to contemplate. The result of all this moving
is that to-day one encounters a Methodist exhorter, tomorrow an Anabaptist; and with each successive day
new doctrines and new practices, of the most contradictory kind, are offered to the choice of a shifting people.
How can one become fixed amidst this confusion of
opinions? How may one venture to resolve upon any
point where such clashing prevails, among so many sects
whose sole common purpose is to contest the truth?
Nothing of note occurred on my second day’s travel.
Early in the morning the farmer bade us good-by, after
expressing to me his regard and his thanks. So I continued on with the mail carrier, and I tried now and then
to open up a conversation with him; but his replies were
short. At first I conjectured that this gloomy taciturnity
was the outcome of his lonely travels through the forests
of Florida, and that silence had become his natural element. I was mistaken: a few days later all was very
clear. He was the son of a Methodist minister, and had
lost none of the austerity professed by the Protestant
Pharisees.
We had set out at three o’clock in the morning, and
taken but one meal, and that at ten o’clock. In the evening we reached Fort Crawford, and spent the night
there. This fort was built in 1816. The Americans erected it to escape the attacks of the Georgia and Florida
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Indians, who, spurred on by the British Government, had,
as they expressed it, “dug up the hatchet.” It is judiciously situated upon a neck of land washed on almost
every side by the waters of Murder Creek. In order to
reach the fort we crossed this river of unhappy memory
after passing the Big Escambia and the Burnt Corn
Creek.
On June 14, finding ourselves too far to the north,
we turned to the southeast in order to follow the chain
of hills extending from Pensacola to Tallahassee in the
direction of the Gulf of Mexico. These hills are for the
most part barren, and the pine trees upon them furnish
the only shade. As one approaches the rivers the scene
changes: the banks are covered with magnolia, laurel,
cedar and cypress trees. The air here is uniformly cool
and pleasant; but there are drawbacks. The woods that
border the streams shelter in summer vast swarms of
flies which, from the horse-fly to the brulot (gnat?),
attack without mercy both horse and rider and compel
the latter to beat a hasty retreat. The only break in the
solitude of the road was caused by some wild turkeys
that arose a short way off. This fowl is plentiful and
of excellent flavor. I have often had a chance to note
its keenness, it rapid strides and the vast height to which
it will soar when at liberty. Our horses came near crushing a terrapin that had thoughtlessly, no doubt, prolonged its midnight ramble. During the daytime these
animals abide in narrow and devious tunnels bored out
with their paws. They saunter forth at night to take
the fresh air and browse on the grass, rendered soft by
the heavy dews that take the place of rain in these sultry
climates. They are easily captured by means of a concealed pit dug at the entrance of the tunnel. I have
eaten the flesh; it tastes much like that of waterfowl,
and makes a very good soup. Some say that, like the
poppy, it makes one drowsy. Towards noon we halted,
for it was about time to repair the exhaustion caused
by travel and long fasting. We put up at the residence
of the postmaster, who of course gave hearty welcome to
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the travelling public and also ran the ferry that here
crosses the Conecuh River. Of all the rivers tributary
to the Escambia, which flows into Pensacola Bay towards
the northwest, the Conecuh is the chief one on account
of its volume as well as its length.
Our new host entertained us pretty well, and had the
kindness, after due examination, to inform me that my
horse was not in condition to travel fast and that it
would be necessary for me to proceed more slowly.
While I was at breakfast some of the neighbors arrived,
and I had scarcely finished when they overwhelmed me
with a multitude of interrogatories. They wanted to
know whence I came and whither I was bound, and questions were put to me of different points of religion. My
explanations must have been found satisfactory, for my
host manifested his approval by declining to charge for
the repast.
June 15 found me in the open wilderness. Following
a narrow and winding trail, racking my brain when in
doubt as to the proper direction, I felt as I did when
abroad on the Atlantic heading for America. The unbounded greatness of God is displayed with incomparable magnificence upon the broad ocean. Man at
sight of the surrounding danger turns perforce to
Him who rules both wind and wave ; he may no longer
lean on human support; he ceases to be carried beyond
himself by the thousand distractions that usually engage
his attention: the sole refuge left to him is the bosom
of that Providence which guides him through this brief
and wretched existence towards the haven of eternity.
Yet at sea he may at times, amidst his fellow-travellers,
lapse into forgetfulness ; while in the wilderness he is
alone with God, and his stray, fluctuating thoughts warn
him continually that his only strength and his only help
are to be found in the consolation of religion. Then it
is that the minister of the Gospel grasps the full meaning of St. Paul: “I can do all things in Him who strengtheneth me.” It is easy then to pray, and the lifting of our
hearts to God becomes a positive necessity. No matter
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what may be the perils that menace us, their only effect
upon the soul is to stimulate it anew. Our onward march
is for Jesus Christ; we take part in the work of the earliest promoters of the Faith; we feel proud to suffer as
they did in the same cause, and like them, above all, to
hand over our feeble existence to the mercy of Him who
entrusted it to us.
I reached the shore of the Yellow River and, catching
sight of a small boat, shouted for the ferryman, but in
vain. After allaying the excitement and fear of my horse,
I undertook to cross over. By the aid of a stout vine
trailing across and connected with the trees on both sides
of the river, I gained the opposite bank in safety.
All the rivers in unsettled countries have high embankments and there is a risk of losing one’s horse, to
say the least, unless the boat is carefully steered to a
suitable landing-place. Hardly was I out of one danger
when I fell into another. In spite of my judgment and
information I strayed from the proper track, and as the
evening came on I began to fear I should have to go
unsheltered for the night. But at last I discovered the
house I had been told of, and this time I put up with a
justice of the peace.
On the morning of the 16th I learned that it would
take me an entire day to reach the Alagua [Alaqua] settlement, and that but one house was to be met with on
the way, and that it was situated near the East River,
fully five leagues distant. I set out at sunrise, and at 11
a. m. I breakfasted at the house of an old Scotch Presbyterian. Whether I was a strange sight or not to the
inmates I am unaware, but they scanned me closely from
head to foot. My spectacles, ring, watch, breviary, and,
above all, my cross attracted all the children to me, and
loosened the tongue of an old dame who was seated by
the fireside watching me in the most unfriendly manner.
A puritan of the deepest dye, she only beheld in me one
of the defenders of the Scarlet Woman, Rome. Restraining herself for a short time with the greatest effort, she
attacked me at length on the subject of religion, and
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launched forth into a passionate denunciation with all
the rage of the bitterest fanaticism. We were worse than
idolaters; we worshipped the saints and even their pictures; we had our golden calf, and we shamefully traded
in the Sacrament of Penance for the permission of sin.
“You are a Roman,” she cried; “it is you who persecuted
the first Christians, and who, with hell to help you, strove
to banish from the blood of the first martyrs the religion
of salvation.’’ I had noticed during her violent onslaught
that she was not a little disconcerted by my unruffled
demeanor and smile of dissent. One by one I replied to
each of her remarks, and then I denounced in scathing
terms all those detestable doctrines that had stirred her
ire to such an alarming extent. My anathemas had a
more soothing effect on her than the closest reasoning.
For breakfast I was treated to a piece of stale bacon
and some hot corn bread. I left soon after, and the old
lady bade me good-by in rather a friendly tone, from
which I concluded that she had become somewhat more
tolerant of Catholics. About sundown I reached Alagua
and put up at the residence of an Anabaptist. My host
welcomed me politely, and when I told him of my recent
adventure he applauded my conduct. He proved quite
tractable on the various religious topics that we discussed, though whether sincerely or through diplomacy I
could not then say. His house was not over sixteen feet
square, yet there I had to spend the night with all his
family. I was sleeping soundly in a retired corner of the
room when I suddenly became aware that a being of human form was creeping over my shoulders. I discovered
that one of the children had unceremoniously come to
share my bed. He took me for his mother, and yelled for
cakes. On receiving my bill in the morning I learned why
my host had been so gracious the previous evening.
At daybreak on June 17 I took my departure after
gathering precise information as to my route; yet no
sooner did I lose sight of the house I had left than I lost
my way. I passed a good hour in vaulting over deep
creeks and perilous chasms. At length I reached a corn-
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field where I met some good people who guided me
back to the road.
The Alagua valley is fertile. The slopes are shaded
with full-grown trees so closely crowded as to afford the
traveller shelter from the fierce heat of the sun. My
path led me along a clear winding stream, and brought
me beneath the shade of magnolias, laurel and cypress
trees to the dwelling of a man who proved to be a Scotch
Methodist. The old man that received me announced
that the rest of the household had gone to “meeting,”
and that he could not procure me anything to eat. I had
to be resigned and await the dinner-hour. Patiently I
waited until three o’clock; yet at that hour the family
had not returned. A new preacher was to try his powers
that day, and by dint of lung force and length of sermon
prove beyond peradventure that he was a chosen apostle.
How long he did hold forth I do not know, nor how many
spirits he moved; but the delay was long enough to drive
me to go in quest of a meal five leagues further ahead.
So at five o’clock I set out, encountering a shower so
copious and sudden that before I had time to don my
cloak I was thoroughly drenched. While the storm lasted
darkness set in and I had to pilot myself by the notches
that had been made on the pine trees at stated distances.
I succeeded at last in entering a marsh, and after considerable exertion reached the Dead Creek, a stream connecting with the Choctawhatchee a short distance above
the ferry-landing. It was already a quarter past six. I at
once gave the usual shout, a kind of savage yell which
my first fellow-traveller had taught me. Loud and long
I shouted, and at first I believed I was heard. I uttered
the most imploring screams to secure the notice of the
people I supposed to be on the other bank. Painful mistake! The neighboring echo, taking up my cry, had deluded me and encouraged me to expect a prompt release
from this fearful place. Two hours passed by in this
cruel deception. I was compelled to pass the night in a
swamp, facing a creek broad and deep, with only dirty
water to drink, surrounded by all kinds of wild animals
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and all the insects creation. Ten feet away were alligators sporting in the middle of the channel, and I had
gathered from the newspapers that the region was infested by bears, wolves and panthers. There were
l o u g r e s (?), rattlesnakes, moccasins to be dreaded. The
mosquitoes, too, gave warning of an unwelcome call. Add
to this sum of human woe the fact that during the past
twenty-four hours I had eaten but two small corn biscuits; that I was so exhausted as not to have energy
enough to change my wet clothes, and that my horse,
subjected to the same privation as myself, was breaking
down under the terrible strain. How was I to sleep in
this horrible jungle? The dull lowing of the alligators ;
the shrill cries resounding through the woods, now grown
appalling in gloom and solitude; the sudden leaping
bodily above the waters and splashing back thereinto
of some monster fish-here was enough in itself to
cause trepidation.
Although my reason told me, the Gulf of Mexico bei n g but six leagues distant, that it was some kindly
sturgeon that had added to my fears, still I could not
get the alligators out of my mind. Bartram relates in
his “Trip to Florida” how he had often been beset by
alligators; so I had substantial reason to fear that one
of these amphibians, seizing me in my sleep, would make
off with me to the depths of the river. The spectres of
night and of the imagination indeed had their momentary
triumph, and I looked upon myself as lost. I frankly
admit I was unnerved. Yet in truth I must also declare
that my despair did not last long: my bishop’s heart
speedily asserted itself. Remembering the promise of
Jesus Christ that not a hair of our head should fall without His consent, I wrapped myself in my cloak, took my
horse’s saddle for a pillow, and deliberately stretched
myself upon the ground to wait for daylight. How blest
one is such circumstances to be a follower of Jesus
Christ, and to be able to exclaim with St. Ignatius: “It
is now that I am one of His disciples”!
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The night seemed long, and as dawn approached I
renewed my shouting. It was all to no purpose, and,
pressed by hunger, I decided to return to my Scotchman,
in the hope that the family had got back from “meeting.”
My horse was weak and worn out; I was afraid I should
have to abandon him on the road. A small flask of rum
that I had kept for emergencies enabled me to hold out.
I took a few drops of it mixed with some of the stagnant
water from the swamp. I had gone but a short distance
when I beheld on the hillside six negroes who had run
away from Pensacola and were returning to their master, who resided at Chipola. They cheered me up, promised to rouse the ferryman and to carry me across the
Choctawhatchee; I went with them. As soon as we
reached the bank of the creek the most powerful one of
the negroes shook the wilderness with a tremendous yell
that was thoroughly effective. We were answered with
a similar shout, and my soul expanded with gladness.
The creek was finally crossed. I was pale, broken down,
half dead from want of food. We met an American who
took compassion on me and gave me part of a pitcher
of milk and of a corn loaf. I thought I would devour it
like an ogre, but my stomach was weakened, and all I
could swallow was a few morsels of the bread. Six miles
further on I found a place to rest, and I stopped at the
house of a benevolent man who gave all the assistance
that my pitiable condition required. My host was an
honorable and well-meaning Methodist, and he entertained me in a very generous manner.
I was struck with the influence of a false religion even
in the depths of the wilderness. No one sat down at the
table without offering thanks to the Almighty and invoking His blessing. Night and morning the head of the
household gathered his family and servants around him ;
read a few chapters of the Bible, to which they listened
with attention ; gave his views or expounded any difficult passages; and the exercise was closed with the singing of psalms. I remained in retirement the first day of
my arrival, endeavoring to regain by sleep and rest the
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strength I had lost on the previous day. On the following day I was accorded the privilege of blessing the
table; and after breakfast I had, at their urgent request,
to say a few words of edification. I chose for a text
those forcible words: “One Lord, one Faith, one Baptism.” They all listened to me with evident wonder. At
the close they seemed to be deeply moved by what they
had just heard.
It was with regret that I quitted this generous home
on the 19th of the month; and great was my surprise to
hear my host declare, when I inquired what I owed him:
“All that I expect, sir, of you is that when journeying
back from St. Augustine you will honor my house with
your company.’’
The land that borders the Choctawhatchee is quite
rich, but is subject to floods. The Holmes and Uchee
valleys are becoming more attractive, while fully preserving their wild and imposing grandeur. For several
miles I passed beneath a canopy of verdure, inhaling the
delightful fragrance of laurel and magnolia. All along
these hillsides the air was cooled by a number of small
streams which tumbled over rocky eminences and flowed
away through virgin meadows.
As he approaches Chipola the traveller will notice
that the lands on certain mountains are remarkably
fertile ; that they are densely covered with stately trees ;
while only stunted pines are to be descried on the neighboring lowlands, amid a sandy soil as bleached as that
on the Florida seacoast. He will observe that, as in Missouri and Illinois, the ground is found here and there
sunken in the shape of a funnel, and that these seeming
reservoirs are constantly dry. Yet in crossing the peninsula he is amazed at the large number of remarkable
springs spontaneously pouring forth an abundance of
sparkling water; at the underground channels into which
a whole river will suddenly disappear; and particularly
at the diversity of landscape and the shell banks that
abound on every side.
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The lakes are numerous and well stocked with fish,
and game is plentiful. The current opinion is that all
the lakes adorning the county of Alachua are fed from
the same subterranean source, for the waters rise and
fall simultaneously and to the same extent.
I am inclined to believe that Florida was at some
period convulsed by powerful earthquakes and a universal upheaval. Even to judge from the presence of
volcanic stones, many of which are found-some of them
still covered with lava-a fearful volcano must have
ruined the country and wrought that stupendous transformation which, in the opinion of many scientists, established the Gulf of Mexico and sundered those lands
that constitute the chain of islands now extending from
Cape Sable to the mouth of the Orinoco. This matter I
confess has occupied my thoughts considerably during
my travel; but just now I perceive it is leading me away
from my subject, so I shall proceed with my story.
After leaving my host I pursued my way slowly
in the middle of a rich valley and in sight of the farmhouses that, at quite a distance apart, occasionally arrested my attention. The odd construction was in striking contrast to the evergreen groves that shielded them
from the glowing sunlight. I began to reflect on the
melancholy fate of the earliest inhabitants of this land.
Pleasant as it certainly is to behold the habitations of
the thrifty husbandman amidst these broad woodlands
and to partake of his hospitality, one cannot help commiserating the poor Indian, a victim to the vices and
power of the conqueror. How can the wrongs of the oppressed fail to touch our generous and sensitive nature
as we recall the sublime resolutions presented by the
Creek Indians to the U. S. Congress, when, in virtue of
a treaty that even the government deemed unjust, the
State of Georgia stripped them of their family inheritance? The time was gone by when the mere name of
the great warriors of this tribe struck terror into the
souls of those same Georgians who then dealt so harshly
with them. But they had to give way before the multi-
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tude, and they yielded with a proud dignity of spirit
worthy of the Romans of old. “Take,” cried they, ‘‘the
land which we can no longer defend ; but it holds in its
bosom the remains of our forefathers; we relinquish it
to you; but deny us not the last happiness that is left usthat of walking as strangers among their graves and
of commingling our dust with theirs.” Vain hope! These
poor people were compelled to depart and seek shelter
elsewhere.
The Seminoles or Muscogulges will receive no better
treatment, and the surrender of the richest portion of
their lands will not secure them immunity, for they will
soon be dispossessed of the remainder. They must have
realized this as soon as they learned of the severe rule
which the new lawmakers of Florida directed against
those who might overstep the boundaries when hunting.
For ten years these children of the forest hunted freely
the timorous roe and enjoyed undisturbed in this same
valley the rude advantages which Providence lavished
on them by the banks of the Holmes and the Uchee.
Passing out of the valley and onwards through a bare
and broken country, I wended my way along a ridge
which brought me to the immense Hickory Hill Mountain.
Recalling the scenes of desolation through which he
has recently passed, the traveller has good reason to be
amazed on suddenly beholding, at an extraordinary
height, this grand mountain-peak shaded by the finest
trees in the world. On either side of the road running
up the mountain grew the live oak, laurel and the magnolia, indicating a soil of inexhaustible richness; and at
the top was a delightful dwelling, where I stopped for
the night.
My country inn was rectangular in shape and built
in the style of certain huts that one sees in the Jardin
des Plantes at Paris. Pine logs of uniform size were laid
one above the other and strongly bound together; open*By an act of the territorial legislature of Florida, passed in 1827,
any white man catching an Indian hunting upon United States
lands was authorized to deprive him of his arms, tie him to a tree
and give him thirty-nine lashes.
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ings for doors and windows were cut in this fence-like
enclosure, and were closed with a few planks hewn into
shape with an axe. Just as I was beginning to recover
from the exertions of the day under the influence of the
evening breeze, another traveller arrived like myself to
solicit a night’s lodging. He was kindly received and
assigned to a share of my room. We soon engaged in a
conversation, for nothing so tends to make a man feel
his helplessness and his need of companionship as those
lonely journeys through new and unfrequented territory.
I was glad to learn that he was bound for St. Augustine
and had the courage to make the trip afoot. This intelligence, I confess, made me not a little ashamed as I
thought of the lamentations and grumblings wrung from
me under the slight trials I had been passing through.
The sight of this young man, who for a mere pittance
undertook the risk and hardships of so long a journey,
revived my spirits. Reflecting on the labor and suffering
endured by men for love of wealth, I asked myself what
sentiments we should derive from the love of our brethren, the dominion of Jesus Christ. If we really have for
the souls committed to our care the Shepherd’s heart, the
heart of a bishop, there can be no complaining, no dread,
not even human anxiety, when there is question of hastening to their aid and of leading them back to the path
of virtue.
Fully convinced that my meeting with this stranger
was the work of Divine Providence, I thanked God for
His assistance and resolved to keep up with my new companion. We pledged ourselves mutually to remain together until we should reach St. Augustine, with the further promise of mutual aid in case of distress.
Proceeding onwards in the direction of the Chipola
valley, we crossed the river Chipola five miles below
the point where the whole body of water is swallowed
up in a subterranean channel, to reappear further down
in two sections. Each of these branches regains the surface through several openings, and, after a separate run
of about one and a half miles, they again become united.
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Everybody in Florida testifies to the excellence of
the lands that border on this river; and the strange
grottoes that nature has wrought into the shell-rock foundation of this productive soil are universally admired.
The wonderful brooks that cool the valley are of surpassing beauty.
On beholding this American counterpart of the Thessalian Tempe, one is almost led to put faith in the glowing pictures of ancient Greece, as described by the poets,
and in the extravagant stories that travellers tell of certain Asiatic countries. The trees are constantly in leaf
and, despite their close proximity, attain an enormous
height, bringing their upper branches together as if to
ward off the torrid heat of the sun.
What agreeable sensations fill the soul on drawing
near to these imposing forests after journeying through
interminable tracts of stunted pine-trees, where the air,
expanded by the heat and heavy with odor, sickens the
traveller at every step, not to mention the suffering
caused by the reflected heat of the glowing-white sandy
soil! It is like escaping suddenly from the infernal
Taenarus into paradise. To the delightfulness of the
shade are added the balmy odors of the magnolia and
the tulip-tree.
Following along the river we at length climbed by a
gradual ascent the lofty bank to the left, pausing now
and then to enjoy the magnificent and changing scenery.
On every side you could hear the rippling of the brooks
which here and there blended their waters and developed
into streams of deep and regular formation. Rocks were
to be met as high as the trees themselves, and bordered
around with wild flowers, while sweet-scented shrubbery
decked the sides and summits of these pygmy mountains.
Natural wells, underground caves, oak trees blasted by
lightning or cast by the tempest across our narrow pathway like an artificial bridge-everything was present to
enhance the spectacle.
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I am relating what I myself beheld ; I am telling what
I personally experienced; and I declare that my descriptions fall short of the actual facts. In support of my assertions I will borrow from a recent publication on
Western Florida the description of the Grotto of Arches
and of the stream known as Big Spring, the latter of
which I have seen.
The Grotto of Arches is situated three miles to the
westward of the place I have just been describing. It is
entered through a gateway of natural rock formation.
By an easy grade and a corridor rather broad than lofty
you may pass to the first hall, notable at once for the
extraordinary elevation of its ceiling and for its even
breadth. Its beauty is much enhanced by a stream of
clear, cold water which stretches pretty far in a southern
direction, then changing into a series of pools, and at
length disappearing.
The grotto then winds back almost imperceptibly towards the northwest and presents the appearance of a
Gothic arch, which form it retains for a distance of about
sixty yards. At this point it is crossed by quite a large
stream alive with shrimp. Passing over the stream and
facing northeast another hall is met. This is a hundred
feet long and very straight, but of uneven surface owing
to the accumulation of fallen rock. The centre is supported by a circle, or rather a cluster of pillars; while all
around thousands of stalactites stretch down from the
roof, pointing their hollow spears toward others, of
whiter hue, springing upward from the ground, and with
which they were doubtless once connected. There are
numberless cavities in the
of which the bats have
taken possession. At the approach of light they rush from
these dark recesses, and the flapping of their wings creates a noise like the roar of a high wind. The way beyond becomes intricate and rugged, but opens into another room of imposing size. Several pathways as yet
unexplored and two large streams lead out from this
chamber.
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The Grotto of Arches has been explored by travellers
to a distance of about four hundred yards. The petrifactions noticed on the walls look like ground glass. They
assume fantastic shapes, at one place appearing in
strands of waving hair and elsewhere developing into
marvellous tapestries, the whole fabric bedecked with
sparkling crystals.
Regularly formed stalactites are hollow, having an
outside surface like soft chalk and an inner one like shining yellow spalt.
The stream called Big Spring has cut a channel
through the rocks over which it dashes with amazing
rapidity. Like a small flood tired of being hampered
and held up in its progress, it pours over with mighty
force into a bed cut deep into the rock. This bed or vase
is oval in shape and possibly a hundred feet wide at its
broadest span. So clear is the water that the smallest
objects are distinctly seen in it at a depth of thirty or
even thirty-five feet; while all around the magnolia,
laurel, cypress, and cedar are found in profusion. The
wild grape-vine, after pushing its pliant branches to
the very tops of these trees, hangs suspended over the
stream in festoons. Fish without number find shelter
in this retreat; but at the slightest sound of an inquisitive wayfarer they seek speedy refuge in the deeper
places.
This beautiful body of water, of a perfect blue color,
imparts the same tint to whatever it reflects, and when
the sun is in the zenith the reflected images take on all
the colors of the rainbow through the prismatic influence
of the waters.
Upon issuing from the basin they unite with another
stream, doubtless from the same original source and all
together constitute thereafter a navigable river.
I remember how, seated upon an eminence overlooking the spring, I gazed steadily at the stream belching
forth from the rock, and how my soul, contemplating
the magnificence which Providence had lavished on that
spot, and subdued by the religious stillness prevailing,
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rendered with renewed gratitude the daily tribute of
prayer I had vowed to the Almighty.
It was not without reluctance that we quit this enchanting scene to return to the farmhouse where we intended to spend the night. We fared better than we expected, considering the coolness of our reception. Our
host was one of the great men of the neighborhood, owner
of many slaves and extensive plantations. Before sunrise
next morning we started off again, and after an hour’s
travel took up a narrow trail that was to shorten our
way to [the] Apalachicola. This pathway was little more
than a furrow, and the country through which it led us
was devoid of interest. At length we reached a dark dense
wood and guessed that the river Apalachicola was not far
distant. The fertility of those alluvial lands, nourished
through the ages by successive layers of decomposing
vegetation, is simply beyond comparison. Yet the river
has not entirely given up its control over this realm of
its creation, and the winter floods still serve to hold off
the thrifty intruder. But this will not be for long. The
undaunted enterprise of the American will soon overcome the difficulties of the situation.
We struck the Apalachicola at its very source, the
confluence of the Chattahoochee and Flint rivers. Proceeding down the river to the boat-landing, we shouted
for the ferrymen residing on the opposite bank. For a
whole hour we taxed our lungs to the utmost, but without
result. Noon arrived, and we gave up all hope of making
ourselves heard. To return up the river, a distance of
twelve miles, to the next ferry without guide or beaten
track, would be to risk being overtaken by night before
reaching the goal. We thought the matter over, and I
proposed that we return to the farmhouse, for I dreaded
a repetition of my Choctawhatchee experiences, and a
deferring of breakfast until the following day. My companion offered to swim across the Apalachicola, capture
the boat and come back for me. I did not believe he could
accomplish it, in view of the strong current, the great
breadth of the river, and the presence of the alligators.
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But, despite my remonstrances and solicitation, he insisted on his plan, and proceeded to carry it out. I beheld
him plunge into the river, cut through it like a fish, and
gain a distance of a third of a mile in less than ten minutes. Yet I was ill at ease, I confess, until I saw him
safe on the other side. A moment later he reappeared
with the boat, steering in my direction. But his strength
was not a match for the ponderous force he had to meet;
the current carried him further down than he expected,
and it was only by hauling upon the branches of the trees
overhanging the bank on my side that he finally got back.
It had been a wonderful exploit. We now joined forces;
I handled my oar as well as I could, and we were soon
safe across. But our trials were not over; we had ten
miles more to cover before reaching a house where they
were willing to prepare something for us to eat. It was
not until six o’clock in the evening that we were enabled
to break our fast. I cheered up my Scotch friend by
showing him how cheap was our system of travel.
Our host was a lively fellow, incessantly plying us
with questions, and expounding his political doctrine.
He would gladly have prolonged the conversation, but
we were worn out, and had to retire to bed.
The journey as far as Tallahassee was not unpleasant.
We reached there on the twelfth day after my departure
from Pensacola. I had come a distance of three hundred
English miles-reckoned in France as a hundred leagues.
I omit referring to the last two days of the trip, as nothing took place worth noting. We observed, however, several small sheets of water or natural ponds, and were
informed that there were quite a number of lakes in the
vicinity. The land was rolling, the soil firm, and water
abundant.
In 1823 Tallahassee was selected as the proper place
to establish the future capital of the territory. It lies
between Pensacola and St. Augustine and has much to
commend it. To a distance of twenty-five or thirty miles
around it the lands are most productive. They are dotted
over with broad lakes that beautify the country and
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supply more substantial advantage in the fish from
their waters and the game attracted to their shores. The
sea is but a short distance away and is easily reached by
the Apalachee and its branches. The town itself has not
been well located. It is constructed on a narrow plain,
and until the place becomes important enough to warrant
paving the streets it will be hard to prevent the ruin
caused by the of rain that periodically fall in
this country. American towns spring up as by magic.
Amphion’s lyre is less potent than the voice of immoderate desire.
It is but four years since Tallahassee was founded,
yet it already numbers over a hundred neat, well-ordered
buildings. I rested there for three days, and found both
people and governor to be polite and respectable.
It was my good fortune to celebrate Mass there on
Sunday, June 23rd, and I had hardly begun when, to my
great surprise, the room was filled up with Protestants.
I had to extemporize a sermon ; and while I spoke of
the great value of salvation and pointed out how it was
to be secured, these good people listened with reverence,
and then remained until the end of the Holy Sacrifice.
I felt I had satisfied their expectations. One of the number remarked, on leaving, that he “liked my teachings” :
they appeared to him “very good and very sound.”
It is marvellous what influence Catholicity has on
the minds of intelligent people. I conversed with several
physicians, lawyers, and other well-educated gentlemen,
and learned that most of them held quite a favorable
opinion of our religion. Few have any personal knowledge of the religion in which they were born; they are
dissatisfied with the endless variety of sects, and, as
Protestantism fails to stir the heart, they wander at
large and fall eventually into a state of utter indifference.
How often have heard the promise, so comforting to us
of the true faith, that if ever they adopted a religion, it
is Catholicism they would choose!
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A pious Irishman made me the generous offer of a
plot of land within the village if I desired to build a
church. It is not the good will that is lacking, but where
are the husbandmen to prepare this untilled waste? Under other circumstances I should have gladly hailed this
offer; as it was, it only served to deepen my distress.
How does it happen that I am sent to a people whose
wants I realize yet cannot meet? No doubt Providence
will make its purposes manifest in its own good time.
We must always bear in mind that the tree whose shade
and whose fruit bless the whole earth sprang from a
mere mustard-seed.
I had the happiness of baptizing three children, one
of whom died a few days later.
Setting out from Tallahassee on the 25th of June, we
travelled on through a beautiful forest as far as the
river Ocilla. From the top of the hills on the way we
caught sight of several lakes in the valleys below that,
despite their native beauty and cool, shady banks, the
variety of eligible sites and picturesque landscape, had
failed to attract any settlers. Virginia ducks, which
might as reasonably be styled Florida ducks, bustards,
majestic cranes that Bartram does not hesitate to call
angelic, teal and a myriad of other water-fowl covered
those crystal pools, skillfully evading the sudden onslaught of the ponderous alligator.
It is to these lakes that at nightfall the hunted deer
betake themselves to quench their thirst, and not infrequently to escape the too persistent panther by swimming across with race-horse celerity.
I undertook while waiting for dinner to take a bath
in the Ocilla, but I had scarcely touched the water when
the sight of an alligator with his huge head coming my
way quickly led me to change my mind.
For dinner we had broiled bear-steak that was really
delicious, followed by watermelon for dessert.
Near this spot two months previously some young
Seminole Indians had perpetrated a terrible outrage.
Provoked, it is said, by the ill-treatment of a farmer who
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had settled on the border outside their reservation, they
had during his absence burned at the stake his wife, his
children, and a slave. The whole tribe, however, was not
responsible for this crime, and the governor was able,
notwithstanding the universal agitation, to separate the
innocent from the guilty and preserve the peace.
Dreading extermination, the Seminoles took the reins
of justice into their own hands.
The man who had entertained us so kindly and who
dwelt in a wretched hut in the midst of the desert told
us how he had suffered from these bandits.
The day after this terrible occurrence they made a
demand on him for provisions, and threatened to kill
him should he not comply. Doubtless, too, they would
have carried out the threat had not a body of soldiers
suddenly appeared in pursuit of them. One Indian was
dangerously wounded in front of his house, escaping
only to meet death very probably by drowning in a
swamp to which he fled. The rest escaped through the
dense brushwood, and were arrested not long after by
the other members of their tribe. The alarm had not entirely abated at the time of our journey.
Towards evening we reached the hut where we were
to spend the night. We were well treated, but without
cost. We had hardly retired when we were set upon by
a swarm of gnats and mosquitoes. During my stay at
New Orleans I had become acquainted with these enemies of mankind, and I now set out to profit by my experience. My body was protected by the bedclothes. I
put on my gloves, and completed my defense by covering my face with a handkerchief so as to leave only my
nose exposed. The heat was stifling, but I had selected
the lesser evil.
I called at this hut on my way back from St. Augustine, and found there nobody but an old woman who at
first declined to admit me. Unable to secure aid for
myself, I begged assistance for my horse, and I had a
hard time to enlist her sympathy for the poor animal. She
finally consented to furnish him with a meal. While the
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horse, which had travelled thirty-six miles without food,
was being attended to, I went to stretch myself under
the roof of the hut. I suddenly observed an old man
approaching, bent with age and suffering from a fever
that had been sapping his vitality for two months. I inquired politely after his health, condescended to feel his
pulse, and expatiated on the wonderful properties of
quinine. The hope of speedy recovery with which my
advice inspired him gave me favor in his sight. He told
his wife that she ought not to turn out a traveller to
sleep in the woods and, above all, supperless; that that
was enough to bring on a fever as severe as his own. In
this way we succeeded in obtaining what common humanity should have secured for us. This little scene afforded considerable amusement to myself and to the
young Scotchman who was in my company.
We set out early on the 27th of June, soon after the
mail-carrier. As the guide had assured us that we should
meet no dwellings until we reached the banks of the
Suwanee River, where we counted on spending the night,
we travelled along the shores of several small ordinary
lakes and picnicked near one of them. The heat was intense, and we were so thirsty that the water, which was
hardly fit to drink, seemed to us to be delicious. The
first one of us to go forward to get a drink ran foul of
an alligator who stood in the way. After a slight resistance, however, the latter retired to the middle of
the lake.
The principal scenes of the War of 1818 were enacted
in the neighborhood of the Suwanee River. Two thousand
Indians and negroes-many of the latter being fugitive
slaves-were here massed to contest the advance of General Jackson. But when the combined English and American forces drew near and a few slight skirmishes had
taken place, the Seminoles fell back on St. Augustine
and were hotly pursued.
An attack was made during the night upon a negro
camp, and the negroes fought with desperation. The
fighting force did not exceed three hundred and
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and they were appointed to protect the wives and children of their owners and of their friends. They discharged the duty nobly. The strife was a bloody one,
and they did not retreat until eighty of their number
were slain and most of the others disabled.
On this occasion the Englishman A r b u t h n o t was
caught, tried as a spy, and condemned to a disgraceful
death. The young Ambrister was treated with equal severity. They were found guilty of selling weapons to
the Indians. They were accused of other crimes also,
but the evidence was found insufficient to sustain the
charges.
As we were leaving the Suwanee, an American farmer
showed us an enormous alligator that he had killed the
previous evening. It was about twelve feet long, and
had harassed the people thereabouts for a long time,
chasing children, snapping up hogs, and even making off
with a big watch-dog. This latter loss had exasperated
the farmer, and he determined to get rid of the uncongenial neighbor. His efforts were successful. A bullet
settled the matter. Upon laying the alligator open the
remains of the dog and half of a hog were found. I inspected this awful monster, and discovered that his upper
jaw was movable. About five quarts of oil were obtained
from his fat. Usually the alligator attacks only when
out in the water, for it is then that it feels at its best.
It is known to have upset a rowboat, stopped bears and
horses, and to have devoured human being
preferring colored victims to white when the choice is
offered.
We were told on the 28th that we were about to have
our worst day. The nearest house in the county of
Alachua was fifty miles distant. The path lay along the
ridge of a dusty elevation, without a single stream to
moisten it. So that the traveller is constantly warned
to learn just where he must turn to find the two springs
and the well where alone he may slake his terrible thirst,
especially during the hot season. The two springs are
the source of two charming rivers. The richness of the
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surrounding country reminded me of the valley of the
Chipola. If we had passed around the southern side of
the hill, we should not have suffered for want of water
and we should have beheld one of the great wonders of
the country vast river pouring. into a chasm a hundred feet deep and swallowed up in the bowels of the
earth. The well is striking. It is cut into the rock, and
it is only by means of a rod sixteen feet long and a
pitcher that the water may be obtained. In all probability were it not for the mail-carrier we should have met
the fate of Tantalus.
When three miles beyond the well we began to ascend
a mountain of white sand, and after three hours of agonizing travel we reached the last of the springs. I refer
to it again on account of a fig-tree, the largest I ever
saw, which overspreads the surface of the stream.
In the evening we came across the grave or tomb of
an Indian who had died two months before. Two of his
comrades had cared for him until the end and then, out
of respect for his corpse had laid it beneath a triangular
enclosure, or slanting-roofed fence. It was sad to see
the bones of the unfortunate man which the wild beasts
had left bare, for the ingenuity of his friends did not
equal their devotion. The wolves had dug beneath the
structure and brought their labors to naught.
A sight like this saddens the soul. We cannot but
bewail the fate of those stricken by death far from their
people, and whose agony is not alleviated either by earthly or by supernatural consolation.
To clamor about the happiness of the Indians is to
forget that their happiness is but savage indifference,
and that though they may be less sensible of the wants
of life than other races, they are always in doubt as to
their ability to satisfy them. Their wild freedom will
never attract any but those of unsettled mind and a
roving disposition.
I was unsuccessful in my search for the Santa Fe
natural bridge of which I had heard. Although there are
times when the waters pour both beneath and across it,
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I discovered no trace of this great wonder, and thus I
crossed a river without being cognizant of the fact. The
section of Alachua County lying to the east of the Santa
Fe is very much like the neighborhood of Tallahassee.
On my return trip I found out six Catholic families
at this place, and I baptized seven children. The Protestant population, hearing of my arrival, hastened to witness the ceremony. Taking advantage of the occasion to
enlighten them and moderate their prejudices, I made
some remarks upon the necessity of baptism, and entered
upon an explanation of the attending rites and the pertinency of the symbolic ceremonies. I read the prayers
in Latin first, then in English, and closed with an outline of the Christian’s duties. Soon afterwards a Protestant woman brought me her child to be received into
the family of Jesus Christ.
I had spent about an hour and a half in this manner,
and supposed it merely remained for me to dismiss the
assemblage. But it became manifest that some further
action was meditated. I was not to get off so cheaply.
The Protestants came and begged me to preach them a
sermon. Now I would not have it said of me: Petierunt
panem et non erat qui frangeret eis. I was profoundly
touched, and my heart burned to satisfy them. At such
a time one realizes how our brethren, though separated,
are still our brethren. How piously they listened to my
discourse! They seemed to be really glad to receive the
seed of truth which I scattered among them. To crown
the good work, Our Lord sent me an applicant for instant
admission into the Catholic fold. A Protestant gentleman of wealth and position solicited me to devote a week
to the instruction of his large family in the doctrines of
the Church with a view to their baptism. He pledged me
a rich harvest. I pity the missionary who would be insensible to such an appeal, for the most poignant trial
of the priesthood is to see where good may be done and
at the same time to be unable to accomplish it. But matters of prime importance demanded my speedy return to
Pensacola. It is thus that the Almighty, even in the midst
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of our pleasures, keeps His cross forever before our
eyes. Christ found the whole world plunged in idolatry,
yet He allotted but twelve apostles to its conversion.
Let us be patient, and, though the waiting try us sorely,
let us await the manifestation of His will!
On the last day of June we proceeded on our journey,
and, for two nights in succession I was prevented from
sleeping by the insects that swarmed in our abode. One
narrow room held ten persons. Our only bed was a mattress ; my carpet-bag was my pillow. I was long in falling
asleep, and my slumber was troubled.
Continuing on the evening of July 1st, we covered a
distance of forty-five miles, most of the time with nothing to drink but stagnant, muddy water taken from the
roadside, where the sun had been pouring its hot rays
upon it. A piece of corn bread steeped in this water
served us for dinner. My companion, suffering fearfully
from thirst, had explored the territory at either side of
the way in the hope of discovering a spring, but his
search was fruitless. In one of his incursions he ran
across an alligator, probably bent on the same errand.
Although the latter was doubtless moving straight in
the right direction, my companion did not feel tempted
to follow. Night overtook us, and at about eight o’clock
we espied a bright light that led us to a dwelling on the
banks of Black River.
Black River is formed by the outflow of several lakes
which are believed to be connected by underground
channels. There is evidence that these lakes and fall
to the same extent, and the sudden swelling of the river
at times can be accounted for only upon the supposition
that these lakes are united.
On July 3rd we slackened our pace, and on the 4th
we reached Jacksonville, situated on the river St. John.
The St. John is in form more like a bay, owing to its
great width, and, in contrast with most rivers, it flows
directly north. Its source has not yet been determined,
but the common opinion is that it takes its rise in cer-
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tain wooded swamps. Where we crossed it is said to be
its narrowest point, yet even there it was two miles wide.
The land on both sides of the St. John is favorable
to the cultivation of cotton, in view particularly of the
fast that the ocean breezes are wafted twenty or thirty
miles inland. Although the soil is white and light, it possesses notable properties. The sugar-cane is successfully
grown and ripens perfectly. Fruit-trees, such as the
orange, lemon, and olive, reach an extraordinary size;
and vegetables, especially the sweet potato, acquire a
savory flavor.
It is likely that the orange-tree is native to the soil
of Florida, for as you ascend the river you will meet
whole woods of it, bearing fruit that is more or less
pungent. In years of famine the Indians lived on these
oranges, taking care, however, to bake them before eating.
On the 5th of July we at length reached St. Augustine, the end of our journey. St. Augustine is the city of
the United States that most resembles our old European
cities. Its streets are narrow, the windows are small,
and the ground-floors of the dwellings are formed of
hard concrete. The town dates back to 1568.
Soon after my arrival I was waited on by the parish
trustees. They came in a body to tender me a house and
all that befitted my station. Their attentions were most
considerate. The next day I visited the church, and sung
High Mass on the following Sunday. The church, though
large, was completely filled. Protestant churches were
left empty, and ministers with their congregations came
to attend our service. Most of them were no doubt moved
solely by curiosity, but, without considering that question, I thanked the Lord for the opportunity of proclaiming His name and sounding His praises before this assemblage. My sermon was in English. I announced that
I would begin next day to teach the catechism, after
Mass, to those who were preparing for First Communion.
I kept this up until I left. Some who were sick sought
my ministrations and the consolations of religion. There
was one man that particularly roused my sympathy. The
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poor fellow had been bitten the previous year by a rattlesnake. The remedies given him were futile. At the end
of a year the poison broke out in venomous boils, and
in a month he was dead.
I was beginning to know my people and to be appreciated by them, and was even beginning to feel satisfied
at my success, when, on the 18th of July, I was stricken
with a violent fever. The disease made rapid headway
and, notwithstanding all the attention I received, I sank
into the shadow of death. It annoyed me to observe that
the people were flocking to see me. A Protestant lady,
learning that I was laid out upon a cot, sent me a softer
bed. Ministers availed themselves of the occasion to
come and see me and discourse upon the mercy of the
Lord. I thanked them for their kindness, and assured
them that I had never had, and never would or could
have, any hope outside the pale of the Catholic Church.
On the ninth day came the crisis. I struggled to my feet
and ran around the adjoining rooms. They at once seized
me. My head was attacked on the tenth day, and I experienced a violent shock in every joint of my body. The
fever was gone, but I realized my condition. I had already read, in the looks of those about me, that I was
considered beyond recovery, and I ended by believing
that my hour had come. I was sad, and my sadness was
due to these two thoughts: “I am going to die,” I said,
“without having accomplished anything for this country,
and I am leaving it worse than I found it. Have I been
raised to the Episcopate only to die without the sacraments?”
My feeble state contributed greatly to this depression.
I beheld my friends and relatives; I bade them good-by
in a far-off land ; never would they come to pray at my
grave. Such are the struggles with death. Frequently
I cried out: “My Saviour, since I may not have regular
assistance, become my solace and my strength ; take pity
on me according to the greatness of Thy mercy.” I composed myself reflecting that I had not come hither on
my own account; that I had not crossed a desert of five
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hundred and sixty miles for my own pleasure, and that
I was enrolled in the service of Jesus Christ.
As soon as the conflicts of nature and human weakness were over, I recommended my soul to God for life
or for death, according to His will. Committed to divine
Providence, ready for the sacrifice, I could not but think
now and then of my sad plight. St. Francis Xavier died
upon a barren island, but Heaven filled his soul with a
foretaste of the glory that his virtue had won for him.
Far from giving me courage, this example only led me
to contrast my weakness and wretchedness with the bravery, the unselfishness, the zeal, and the determination of
this greatest of missionaries. My confidence again fell
away; I had nothing to lean upon, and I beheld myself
at the bar of the Supreme Judge with no good works to
plead for me. How requisite is the spiritual physician
in such deplorable situations! Do we not feel the need
of some kind soul to speak to us in such moments with
the authority of Jesus Christ, so as to dispel the shadows
that scare us, to soothe the agony that tears at the
heart, to remove those doubts that are more terrible
than death itself? Man seeks to be, and should be, encouraged and consoled by his fellow man. The Christian,
the priest himself, calls for a representative of the Lord
in order to be assisted into the bosom of Eternal Mercy.
I did not forget the lesson taught me by my abandoned
situation, and I determined never to leave alone any of
the missionaries cooperating with me in the work of
salvation.
The eleventh day found no improvement in the disease, and the indications created alarm. My constitution
and my youth offered the only hope. God, most likely,
did not deem the victim to be worthy of Him. He postponed my hour, in order to warn me by this experience
to be prepared always to render an account of my stewardship. During the night the pains grew less, perspiration was reestablished, and the following day I was
out of danger. I had the yellow fever in 1819, but I do
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not think it caused me such long and intense suffering
as this malignant bilious fever.
For three weeks I was extremely feeble, and it was
not until about the end of August that I was able to
resume my labors. Then I delivered sermons in English
and Spanish alternately. I thought I noticed that Our
Lord was working from within upon these good souls
who still responded many of His graces.
These first blessings prompted me, in spite of my
weak condition, to open a retreat, which I continued for
two weeks. I gathered the people together morning and
evening; Catechism was followed by informal instruction ; and, to add to the solemnity of the general Communion, I caused a musical programme to be arranged
for the Mass. All was carried out with the plain and
simple ceremony which the circumstances imposed. One
hundred and twenty-five persons assisted at the Holy
Sacrifice ; ninety-five received Confirmation ; fifty made
their First Communion. I had the satisfaction of receiving a Protestant woman into the Faith. During my stay
at St. Augustine I baptized nearly sixty children.
On September 22d I left St. Augustine, and reached
Pensacola on the 13th of October. I pass over the difficulties encountered on my return trip; but they were
fewer than those of the outward journey, and I escaped
at the price of an intermittent fever which clung to me
for a month.
The two priests who had stood by me up to this time
now departed, and I worked on alone until April, when
I made preparations to go to Europe in quest of help to
preserve Catholicity in this vast country.
To complete my misfortunes, the church at Mobile
took fire about the end of October 1827, and was burned
to the ground.
MICHAEL, Bishop of Mobile.
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